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the line, and now and then you may see caravans of the shaggy Afghan camels passing down it. After two hours or so you begin to rise, and then for two hours more you travel through a desolate region of caked mud carved into miniature canons by the summer rains. Now, keep a lookout to the right, and you will begin to see the low spurs of the Kashmir mountains, which gradually get higher and nearer till they open out into a vast semicircle of clear-cut jagged peaks, with the high snows behind them, enclosing the horizon to the north and east. Of all the fleeting visions from railway carriage windows which I have stored up in my mind, I shall always remember the view across the plain to these mountains from the Chenab Bridge as one of the most delectable. The mountains are a dazzling blue, and they rise sheer out of the plain, through which the river sweeps in broad curves between